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* Spoken by Mr. VI LXS. 
T"0-night, if yon have braught your good old taſte, 
Ty I « 6 ad with a MU ary Engl feaſt 3 
A take, which told tug fince in homely wiſe, | 
Harth never fail'd of melting gentle eyes. 
Let no nice Sir de 75 our hapleſs dame, 
Becauſe recording ballads chaumt her name; 
Thoſe venerable ancient ſong-enditers _ 
| Srar'd many a pitch above our modern writers : 
They caterwauld in no romantick ditty, 
 GSighing for Phillis's, or Chloe's pity. 1 
Fuſtly they drew the fair, and ſpoke her plais, 
And ſung her by her chriſtian name—'twas Fane. 
Our numbers may be more refin'd than thoſe, R_ 
But what we've gain'd in verſe, we've loft in proſe. 
Their words no ſhuffling, double meaning knew, 
| Their ſpeech was homely, but their hearts were true. 
In ſuch un age, immortal Shakeſpeare wrote, = 
By no quaint rules, nor hamp ring criticks taught 8 
With rough majeſtick force he mod d the heart, 
Aud firength and nature made amends far art. 
Our humble author does his fleps purſue, 
He owns he had the mighty bard in view ; _ 
And in theſe ſcenes has made it more his care 
To rouge the paſſions, than t9 charm the car. 
Yet for thoſe gentle Beaux who love the chime, 
| The ends of acts ſtill jingle into. rhime. 5 
he Ladies, too, he hopes will not complain, 
Here are ſome ſubjects for a ſofter flrain, 
A nymph forſaken, and a perjur d fwain. 
| What moſt he fears, is, left the dames ſhould frown, 
The dames of wit and pleaſure about town, - 
To fee dur picture drawn unlike their own. 


But that error ſhould provoke to 
The 2 hundreds of Old 8255. ” 


T3 — He bid me ſay, In our 7 ane Shore's defence, 


She dol'd about the charitable pence, _ 14 85 
Built hoſpitals, turn'd ſaint, and dy d long ſince. 
For her example, whatſoe'er we make it, ́ 
They have their choice to let alone or take it; 
Tho” few, as I conceivs, will think it meet, _ 
To weep ſo ſorely, for a. fin ſo ſweet : 

Or mourn and mortify the pleaſant ſenſe, 

- Tan in tragedy two ages hence, 
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Spoken by Mrs. OL DFIELD. | 


* motif matrons all, ye virtuous wives, 
| Who lead with hore; 1 huſbands, decent Ae; ; | 
Do, who, far all you are in ſuch a taking, Ss 
Jo ſee your | poujes drinking, gami , raking, : 
Vet make a conſcience fill of Marik; 3 
What can <ve ſay your pardon to obtain ? 
This mattcy here co frov'd again ft poor Jane : 
She new-r once deny'd is; but, in ſhort, | 
Whimper'd—and cry — Sweet Sir, I'm forry for t. 
Twas well he met a kind, gnod-natur'd foul, 
We are not all j5 caſy to en 
I fancy one might find in this good t9wn © | =_ 
Some wor'd ha' told the Gentleman his a] EY 7 | 
Have anfwer'd ſmart,—To what do you pretend, 
Blockhead ?—As if I muſt not fee a Friend: | 
Tell me of Hackney Coaches—Jaunts te th” C; y— 
Where ſhould I buy my China —Fauh, III fit ye 
Our wife was of a milder, meeker ſpir: if ; ES 
Tu ! Lords and maſlers ua, not that Jome merit ? — 
Don't you allow it to be virtuous bearing, | | 
When we ſubmit thus to your domineer ing? | + 
Well, peace be with her, ſhe did Wrong moſt Jarl ; ; | "I 
But 15 do many more who look demure iy. | 7 | 
Nor ſÞou'd our mourning madam weep alone, | | 8 8 14 
There are more ways of wickgdne(s 6 than one. 0 8 Ree” : 
Tf the reforming ſtage ſboteld fall to ſhaming | 
Ill nature, pride, hypocrily, and gaming ; 
The poets frequently might move compaſſion, | 
And with She-tragedies &'cr=run the nation. 8 7 ; 
Den judge the, fair offender with gapd-nature, tf © 
And let your fellpwefeeling curb your ſatire. | 19 
What if our neighbours have ſome little failing, 5 
Mußt we needs fall to damning and to railing ? KA — 
For her excuſe too, be it underſtood, WS ; 
That if the woman was not quite ſo oa, ng | 
Her lover was a king, ſhe fleſh and b 1 
A fince i has dearly paid 1 the finfus feore, | LS 
De kind at * and pity 9 2 | 1 
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A C r 25 SCENE 1 
SCENE the Tower. 


Enter the Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard Raccliffe, 4s Cay, 
G Los TER. | 
H Us far ſucceſs attends upon our. councils, 
And each event has atſwer'd to my with ; 
The queen and all her upſtart race are quell' d; 
Dorſet is baniſh'd, and her brother Rivers Q 
Ere this lies ſhorter by the head at Pomfret; _. 
The nobles have, with joint concurrence, nain'd me 
Protector of the realm : my b rother's children, 
Young Edward and the little York, are lodg'd cd 
Here, ſafe within the Tower · How ſay you, Sirs, ' 
Dow not this buſineſs wear a lucky face ? 
The ſceptfe and the golden wreath of "OS: 
Seem hung within my reach. 
Ratel. Then take em to you, 


And wear em long and worthily: you are 255 

The laſt remaining male of princely York, +, + + © =. 

8 E dward's boys, the ſtate eſteems not of e 3 
nd the refore on your ſoy'reignty and rule N 
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Cat: And yet to-morrow does the council meet 


To fix 2 day for Edward's coronation, 


Who can expound this riddle ? 
Gloft. That can I. | 
Thoſe lords are each one my approv'd 5 friends, 
Of ſpecial truſt and nearneſs to my boſom 3'_ 
And howſoever buſy they may ſeem, 
And diligent to buſtle in the tate, 
Their zeal goes on no further than we lead, 
And at our bidding ſtays. | 
* Cat. Yet there is one, | 
And he amongſt the foremoſt in his power, 
Of whom I wiſh your highneſs were aſſur'd. 
For me, perhaps it is my nature's fault, 
I own I doubt of his inclining much. 
(loft. I gueſs the man at whom you words wou'd point : 


_ Haftin 


Cat. The fame. 

1%. He bears me great . | 

Cat. Tis true, to you, as to the lord protector 
And Glofiter's duke, he bows with lowly ſervice : 
But were he bid to cry, God fave king Richard, 
Then tell me in what terms he would . 
Believe me, I have prov'd the man, and found him: 
] know he bears a moſt religious reverence | 
To his dead maſter Edward's royal memory, 
And whither that may lead him, is moſt plain. 
Yet more one of that ſtubborn fort he is, 
Who, if they once grow fond of an opinion, 
They call it honour, honeſty, and faith, 
And ſooner part with life than let it go. 

loft. And yet this tough impracticable heart 
Is govern'd by a dainty-finger'd girl ; | 
Such flaws are found in the moſt worthy natures ; 3 


A laughing, toying, mane. whimp' ring ſne 


Shall make him amble en a goſſip's meſſage, _ 


And take the diſtaff with a hand as patient Ts 


As e'er did Hercules. | 
Rat. The fair Alicia, | 
Of noble birth and exquifite of feature, 

Has held him long a vaſſal to her beauty. | 
Cat. I fear, he fails in his allegiance there; 
Or my intelligence is falſe, or elſe "2 

The dame has been tao laviſh of her , 


| Cf. No more, he comes. 
Enter Lord Hading. r 
L. Hoſt. Health and the happineſs of many n | 
Artrend upon your grace. WY 
Ghoſt. M y good lord ann! 


Wer 


E 3 * 3 
COON ca Car, Ae Sought PH * 


With open-handed as 
This gentle deed ſhall fairly be ſet foremoſt, 


We're much beholden to your gentle friendſhip. 2 8 
L. Hat. My lord, I come an humble ſuitor to out. 
Gul. In right good time. Speak out your pleaſure freely. | 

L. Haſt. IJ am to move your Ns bare in behalf 


Of Shore's unhappy wife. 


Shbſt. Say you, of Shore? 
L. Haft. Once a bright ftar that held her peg on high: 


The firſt and faireſt of our Engliſh dames, 
While royal Edward held the ſoy'reign rule, 
No fook. i 


in grief, and pining with deſpair, 
Her waning form no longer ſhall incite _ 


Envy in woman, or defire in man, 


She never ſees the ſun, but thro' her tears, 


And wakes to hgh the live-long night away. 


Sli. Marry | the times are badly chang'd with her 


From Edward's days to theſe, Then all was jollity, 
Feaſting and mirth, light wantonneſs and laughter, 


Piping and playing, manſirelſy and maſquing ; 


Till life fled from us like an idle dream, 
A ſhew of mommery without a meaning. 
My brother, reſt and: pardon to his foul, 


Is gone to his account, for this his minin, | 


The revel-rout is done but you were ſpeaking - 


Concerning; her I have been told, that you 
Are frequent in your viſitation to her. 
I. Hof. No farther, my good loxd, than friendly pity, 
And tender-hearted charity allow, 

GH. Go to: I did not mean to chide you for u. 


For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in ou 
Io cheriſh the diſtreſs d on with yaur tale. 


L. Hoſt. Tis it is, gracious Sir, that certain olhiears, 
Vhng the warraat of your mighty name, 


With inſolence unjuſt, and lawleſs power, 


Have ſelz d upon the lands, which late ſhe held 


By grant from her great maſter Edward's bounty. 


Che. Somewhat of this, but lightly, have 1 heard 


And tho' ſome counſellors of forward zeal, 


Some of moſt ceremonious ſanRity, 
And bearded wifdom, often have provok'd 
The hand of juftice to fall heavy on her; 


Vet fill, in kind compaſſian of her weakneſs, 


And tender memory of Edward's love, 


I have with-held the mercileſs ftern law 
From doing outrage on her helpleſs bea 


uty. 
L. Hat. Good un, who xenders merey back for meer, 
ounty ſhall repay you 


To ſcreen the wild eſcapes of lawleſs paſſiun, 
And the leng train of frailties fleſh is heir to. 


C. Thus b, the voice of pity gleaded e 
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10 The TRAGEDY of JANE SHOR, E. 
Our farther and more full extent of grace 
Is given to your requeſt, Let her attend, 
And to ourſelt deliver up her griefs. ng 
She ſhall be heard with patience, and each wrong 
At full redreſs'd. But I have other news 
Which much import us both, ſor ſtill my fortunes 
Go hand in hand with yours: our common foes, 
The queen's relations, our new-fangled gentry, 
Have fall'n their haughty crefts=that for your privacy. 
Excunt. 
8 c E N E II. 4. Apartment in Jane Shore s ouſe, i 
| Enter Bellmour and Dumont. 
Bell How the has liv'd you've heard my tale er ON ; 
The reſt your own attendance in her family, _ 
Where I have found the means this day to place vou. 
And nearer obſervation beſt will tell you, 
See with what ſad and ſober cheer the comes, 
Enter Jane Shore. 
Sure, of I read her viſage much amiſs, N 
Or grief beſets her hard. Save you, fair lady, 
The bleflings of the cheerful morn be on you, 
And greet your beauty with its opening ſweets. 
FJ. Sh. My gentle neighbour! your good withes ain 
Purſue my hapleſs fortunes : Ah! good Bellmour ! 
How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out, 
And court the offices of ſoft humanity ! 
Like thee reſerve their raiment for the naked, 
Reach out their bread to feed the crying orphan, 
Or mix their pitying tears with thoſe that weep !_ 
Thy praiſe deſerves a better tongue than mine, _ 
To ſpeak and bleſs thy name. Is this the — 


Whoſe friendly ſervice you commended to me ? : | 
Bell. Madam, it is. 1 55 5 e 
J. Sh. A venerable aſpect ! i : I[Alde. 

Age fits with decent grace upon his viſage, | 9 

And worthily becomes his filver locks; | 

He wears the marks of many years well ſpent, 

Of virtue, truth well try'd, and wiſe experience; 

A friend like this, would ſuit my ſorrows well. e 
Fortune, I fear me, Sir, has meant you ill, [To Dumont. 
Who pays your merit with that ſcanty pittance, | : 
Which my poor hand and humble roof can give. 

But to ſupply theſe golden vantages, 

Which elſewhere you might find, expect to meet 

A juft regard and value for your worth, | 

| The welcome of a friend, and the free partnerſhip | 

of all that little good the world allows me. e 
Dum. You over-rate me much; and all my anſwer "7+ 1 LE 
Muſt be my future truth; let that . 1 M 

— make up m * 2 
: 7 . 
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The TRAGEDY of 74 vE. SHORE. 1 11 + 
Sb. Are you of -England ? _ 
Dm. No, gracious lady, Flanders claims my bird; . 
At Antwerp has my conſtant biding been, 
Where ſometimes I have known more plenteous days | 
Fhan thoſe which now my * age affords. Ving. 
F. Sb. Alas! at Antwerp! — oh forgive my tears! Le. 0 
They fall for my offences and muſt fall 
Long, long ere they ſhall waſh my Rains away. 
You knew, perhaps — oh grief! oh ſhame! — my huſband. 
Dum. I knew him well — but ſtay this flood of anguith, 
The ſenſeleſs grave feels not your pious ſorrows : 
Three years and more are paſt, fince I was bid, 
With many of our common friends, to wait him 
Fo his laſt peaceful manſion. I attended, 
- Sprinkled his clay-cold corpſe with holy drops, 
According to our church's rev'rend rite, 
And faw him laid, in hallow'd ground, to reſt. | 
J. $h. Oh! that my ſoul had known no Joy dur him, 
That I had liv'd within his guiltleſs arms, 
And dying ſlept in innocence beſide him! 
But now his honeſt duſt abhors the fellowſhip, | 
And ſcorns to mix with mine. 
| Enter @ Servant. 5 
Ser. The lady Alicia | 
Attends your leifare. | 
F. Sh. Say I with to ſee her. 
Pleaſe, gentle fir, one moment to retire, 
"PU wait on you the inſtant; and inform y 
Of each unhappy circumſtance, in which 85 
* ny aud and n much may dead $7 
[ Exennt Bellmour ant Dumont 
e Enter Alicia. 
Abe "3 Still, my TA friend, ſtill hall I find you thas's 
Still thall theſe ſichs heave after one another, 


Exit Servant, 


; Theſe trickling drops chaſe one another ſtill, 


As if the poſting meſſengers of grief 
Could overtake the hours ficd far away, 
And make old time come back? 
F. Sh. No, my Alicia, | 
Heaven and his ſaints be witneſs to my thoughts, 
There is no hour of all my life o'erpatt, ey | 
That I could with ſhould take its turn again. | 
Alic. And yet ſome of thoſe days my friend has SOPs. 8 
Some of thoſe years might paſs for golden ones, 5 8 
At leaſt if womankind can judge of bappineſs. . 
What could we with, we who delight in empire, 


Whoſe beauty is our tov” reign good, and gives u us 5 e £ 
ur reaſon to rebel, and pow'r to reign, „ 


_ What could we more than to behold a —_ 
S: me a Cong. erer, _ go 


n 
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Bound in our chains, and ſighing at our feet? 


FJ. Sb. Tis trudz the royal Edward was a wonder, | 


The goodly pride of all our Englith youth ; 


He was the very joy of all that faw him ; 7 


| Form'd to delight, to love, and to perſuade, 
Impaſſive ſpirits, and angelic natures 


Might have-been charm'd, like yielding human ed 


Sto9p'd from their heav'n, and liften'd to his talking. 


But what had J to do with kings and courts ? 
My humble lot had caſt me far beneath him; 
Aud that he was the firſt of all mankind, 


The braveft and moſt lovely, was my curſe. 


Alic. Sure, ſomething more than fortune join'd your loves3 : 


Nor could his greatneſs, and his gracious form, 


Be elſewhere match'd ſo well, as to the iwectneſs 


And beauty of my friend, 


J. Sh. Name him no more : 


He was the bane and ruin of my peace. | 
This anguiſh and theſe tears, theſe are the legacies 
His fatal love has left me. Then wik fee me, | 


Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee me, 

E'er yet a few ſhort days paſs o'er my head, 
Abandon'd to the very utmoſt wretchedneſs. I 
"Che hand of pow'r has ſeiz'd almoſt the whole 


Of what was left for needy life's ſupport ; 


Shortly thou wilt behold me poor and kneeling. 
Alic 


Before T charitable door for bread, 


oy of my life; my deareſt Shore, forbear 


Io wound my heart with thy foreboding ſorrows ; 
| Raiſe thy ſad foul to better hopes than theſe, 
Lift up thy eyes, and let them thine once more, 
Bright as the morning ſun above the miſt, 


Exert thy charms, fect. out the ſtern protector, 


And ſooth his ſavage temper with thy beauty: 
Spite of his deadly, unrelenting nature, 
He ſhall be mov'd to pity and redreſs thee, 


F. Sb. My form, alas! has long forgot to pleaſe ; { 


The ſcene of beauty and delight is chang'd; 
No roſes bloom upon my fading check, 
'  Norlavghing graces wanton in my eyes; 
But haggard grief, lean-looking * 


How carey 5 
And pining diſcontent, a rueful train, 


Dwell on my brow, all hideous and forlorn. 


One only thadow of a hope is left me; 


The noble- minded Haſtings, of his goodneſs, 
Has kindly underta'en to be my advocate, 


And move my humble ſuit to angry Gloſter. 


Hic. Does Haſtings undertake to plead your cauſe J 
But wheredore ſhould he not? Haſtings has eyts; 


The _—_ ler has a Pg render * 


* * 
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Melting and eaſy, yielding to impreſſion, 
And catching the ſoft flame from each new beg, j 


But yours ſhall charm him long. 


FJ. SH. Away, you flatterer ! 
Nor charge his gen'rous meaning with a weakneſs, 
Which his great ſoul and virtue muſt diſdain. 


Too much of love thy hapleſs friend has prov Te: 


Too many giddy foolith hours are gone, 

And in fantaſtic meaſures danc'd away: 

May the remaining few know only friendſhi 1p. | 
So thou, my deareſt, trueſt, beſt Alicia, 
Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy e gentle heart, 


A partner there; I will give up mankind, 
Forget the tranſports of enereaſing pail on, 
And all the pangs we feel for its decay.” 


Alic. Live! live and reign for ever in my 5 [Emtrating. Z 
Safe and unrivall'd there poſſeſs thy ow: 
And you, ye brighteſt of the ſtars above; 
Ye ſaints that once were women here below, 
Be witneſs of the truth, the holy friendthip,' 


Which here to this my other ſelf I vo.. 


If I not hold her nearer to my ſoul; 
Than ev'ry other joy the world can give, 
Let poverty, deformity, and ſhame, 


Diſtraction and deſpair ſeize me on earth, 
Let not my faithleſs ghoſt have peace hereafter; 


Nor taſte the bliſs of your celeſtial fellowthip. _ * 
J. Sb. Ves, thou art true, and only thou art true; 
Therefore theſe jewels, once cke laviſh bounty 


Of royal Edward's love, I rruft to thee ; 


Receive this all, that I can call my own, lone 4 —_— 
And let it reſt kama. and faie with thee: | 


That if the ſtate' sInjuſtice ſhould oppreſs me, 


Strip me of all, and turn me out a wanderer, 


My wretchednefs may find relief from thec, 


* 


And ſhelter from the ſtorm. 
Alic, My all is thine; 


One common hazard ſhall * us s botk, 


And both be fortunate, or both be wretched: 

But let thy fearful doubting heart be ſtill, 

The ſaints and angels have thee in their charge, 

And all things ſhall be well. Think not, the _ ' 


The gentle deeds of merey thou haſt Cone, 


Shall die forgotten all; the poor, the pris ner, | . 
The fatherleis, the friendleſs, and the widow, ck 
Who daily own the bounty of thy hand, 75 
Shall cry to heav'n, and pull a bleſſing on thee; > 
Ev'n man, the mercileſs inſulter man, * 

Man who rc Joices in our ſex's weakneſs, 
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Shall pity thee, and with unwonted goodneſs 
F orget thy failings, and record thy praiſe, | 
F. Fb. Why thould I think that man will do for me 
What yet he never did for wretches like me? 
Mark by what partial juſtice we are judg'd : 
Such 1s the fate unhappy women find, 
And ſuch the curſe intail'd upon our kind, 
That man, the lawleſs libertine, may rove, 
Free and unqueſtion'd, through the wilds of love 3 


While woman, ſenſe and nature's eaſy fool, 
It poor weak woman ſwerve from virtue's rule, 
If ſtrongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny way, 


And in the ſofter paths of pleaſure ſtray, 
Ruin enſues, reproach and endleſs thame, 
And one faiſe itep entirely damns her fame: 
In vain with tears the loſs the may deplore, 
In vain look back to what ſhe was before; 


She ſets, like ſtars that fall, to riſe no more, - [Exeunt. | 


A r SCENE 4 
SCENE en nt. 


5 Enter Alicia. | | 
. [Speating to Jane Shore as entering, | 
2 0 . gentle t good angels guard 


you 
And fpread their gracious wings about your ſlumbers, 


The drowſy night grows on the world, aud now 


The buſy craftſmen and o'er-Jabour'd hind 
Forget the travail of the day in flecp : 


Care only wakes, and moping penfiveneſs; : 


Wh meagre diſcontented looks they fir, 


And watch the waſting of the midnight taper, 
Such vigils muſt I keep, ſo wakes my ſoul, 
Refilefs and ſelf-tormented! Oh falſe Haltings! | 


Thou baft deftroy'd m peace. | * without, 
What noiſe is that! 4 | 1 


 Whar viſitor is this, who, with bold freedom, I 
Breaks in upon the peaceful night and reſt, _ 
With ſueh a rude approach? 


Enter a Servant. 
Ser. One fin the court, 


Lord Haſtings (as 1 think) dns my 1d Y. 


Alic. Haſtings! be fhll, my heart, and try to meet. bing 

With his own arts: with falſhood —— but he comes. | 
| 1 * Enie Lord Haſtings. 

s [Spots t 4a "Servant 25 ente ci. E | 

; 1 tag 
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L. Haft. Diſmiſs my train, and wait alone without, 


Alicia here ! unfortunate encounter 
But be it as it may. 

Ac. When humbly, thus, 
The great deſcend to viſit the afflicted, 
When thus unmindful of their reſt, they come 
To ſooth the ſorrows of the midnight mourner, 
Comfort comes with them, like the golden ſun, 
Diſpels the ſollen ſhades with her ſweet influence, 
. * chears the melancholy houſe of care. 


L. Haff. Tis true, I would not over-rate a courteſy,}- 


Nor let the coldneſs of delay hang on it, 
To nip and blaſt its favour, like a froſt; 
But rather choſe, at this late hour, to ens; a 


That your fair friend may know I have prevail'd ; „3 


The lord protector has receiv'd her ſuit, 
And means to ſhew her grace. 
Alic. My friend! my lord. 


L. Hat. Ves, lady, yours: none has: a right more ar 


To taſk my pow'r than you. 
Alic. I want the words, 
To pay you back a compliment fo courtly; ; 
But my heart gueſſes at the friendly meaning, 
And. wo'not die your debtor. 
IL. Ha. Tis well, madam, - 
But I would ſee your fr a 
Alic. O thou falſe lord ! 
'T would be miſtreſs of my heaving heart, 
Stifle this rifing rage, and learn from thee. 
To dreſs my face in eaſy dull jaditt rence : 
But 'two” not be, my wrongs will tear their wayß 
And ruſh at once upon thee. 

L. Hoft; Are you wiſe? 
Have you the uſe of reaſon ? do you wake d. 


What means this raving ? this tranſporting g paſſion * 
Alic. O thou cool traitor! thou inſulting tyrant! 1 


Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted heart, 
Thus rent with agontzing love and rage, 
And aſk me what it means? art thou not falſe 
Am I not ſcorn'd, forſaken, and abandon'd, 


Left like a common wretch; to thame and infamy, : 


Giv'n up to be the tport of villains tongues, * 
Of laughing paraſites, and lewd buffoons ; 
And all becauſe my foul has doated on thee” 


With love, with truth, and tenderneſs unutterable! ©. 
L. Haji. Are theſe the proofs of tenderneſs and love 3 - 


| Theſe endleſs quarrels, diſcontents, and jvaluufies 
Theſe never-ceafing wailings and complainings, “ 
Theſe furious ſtarts, theſe whirlwinds of the ſouls. 
W hich ev'ry other moment rite to madneſs ? 

| _— 


* 


oy 
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Alic. What proof, alas! have I not giv'n-of love? 
What have I not abandon'd to thy arms? 
Have I not ſet at nought mv noble birth, 
A ſpotleſs fame, and an uublemiſh'd race, | 8 
The peace of 1 innocencc; and pride of virtue 2 wy 
My prodigality has giv'n thee all; 
And now I've nothing left me to beſtow, | 
Lou hate the wretched bankrupt you have made. „ 
L. Haſt. Why am I thus purſu'd from place to E 
Kept in the view, and crofs'd at ev'ry turii? 
In vain I fly, and, like a hunted deer, 
Scud o'er the lawns, and haſten to the covert; 
Eber I can reach my ſafety, you o'ertake me 
With the ſwift malice of ſome keen re proach, ; 
And drive the winged ſhaft deep in my heart. 
Alic. Hither you fly, and here you ſeek repoſe z 
Fpite of the poor deceit, your arts are known, 
Your pious, charitable, midnight viſits. 
L. Hoſe. If you are wiſe, and prize your peace of mind, 
Yet take the friendly counſel of my love; 
Believe me true, nor liſten to your jealouſy. 
Leet not that devil, which undoes your ſex, 
That curſed curiofity ſeduce you, 
To hunt for needleſs ſecrets, which, e 
Shall never hurt your quiet; but once known, 
Shall ſit upon your heart, pinch it with pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet ſleep for ever from = eq 
Go to be yet advis'd —— 
Ali. Poſt thou in ſcorn 
Preach patience to my rage ? and bid me tamely 
Sit like a poor contented ideot down, „ 
Nor dare to think thou'ſt wrong'd me — ruin ſeize ches, 
And ſwift perdition overtake thy treachery ; | 
Have I the leaſt remaining cauſe to doubt? 
Haſt thou endeavour'd once to hide thy falſhood ? 
To hide it, might have ſpoke ſome little tenderneſs, 
And thewn thee half unwilling to undo me: 
But thou diſdain'ſt the weakneſs of humanity, 
Thy words, and all thy actions, have confeſs'd it; 
Ev n now thy eyes avow it, now they-ſpeak, | 
And infolently own the glorious villainy. bo OY 
L. Haß. Well, then, I own my heart has broke your chains. | 
Patient ] bore the paintul bondage long, 5 
At length : my gen 'rous love diſdains your tyranny; ; 
The bitterneſs and ſtings of taunting g jealouſy, =o 
Vexatious days, and jarring, joyleſs nights, 5 
Have driv'n him forth to ſeek ſome ſafer ſhelter, © 
Where he may reft his weary wings in peace. 
Allie. You triumph } do! and with gigantic pride 
Defy impending yengeance, Heay'n ſhall wink; 


1 
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No more his arm {hall roll the dreadful thunder, 
Nor ſend his lightnings forth: no more his juſtice 
Shall viſit the preſuming ſons of men, 
Baut 1 like thine, ſhall dwell in ſafety. 
L. Hoſt, Whate er my fate decrees for me hereafter, 
Be preſent to me now, my better angel! 
- Preſerve me from the form which threatens now, 
And if I have beyond atonement finn'd, 
Let any other kind of plague o'ertake me, | 
So I efcape the fury of that tongue. | | 
Alic. Thy pray'r is heard —T go — bot dae proud bon, 
Howe'er thou ſcorn'ft the weakneſs of my ſex, 
This feeble hand may find the means to reach rhee, 
Howe'er ſublime in pow'r, and greatneſs plac'd, 
With royal favour guarded round and grac'd; 
On eagle's wings my rage ſhall urg © her flight, 
And hurl thee headlon E from thy Rogan height; | 


Then, like thy fate, ſuperior will I fir, 


And view thee fall'n, and grov'ling at my feet; 

See thy laſt breath with indignation go, Xs 

And tread thee ſinking to the ſhades below, (Ex. Alc; | 
L. Hat. How fierce a fiend 1 is paſſion 3 ; with what vilaneſs, | 

What tyranny untam'd, it reigns in woman! 

Unhappy ſex ! whoſe eaſy yielding nen | 

Gives way to ev'ry appetite albke : - 

Each guſt of inchnation, uncontroul'd, 

Sweeps thro” their ſouls and ſets Wen in an uproar; 

Each motion of the heart riſes to fury, 

And love in their weak boſoms is a rage 

As terrible as hate, and as deſtructive. 

So the wind roars o'er the wide, fenceleſs ocean, 

And heaves the billows of the borling deep, | 

Alike from North, from South, from Eaſt, from wen, 

With equal force che tempeſt blows by turns 

From ev'ry corner of the ſraman's compaſs. 

But ſoft ye now-——for here comes one diſclaims _ 

Strife and her wrangling train; of equal elements, 

Without one jarring atom was the form'd, 

And , aud joy, make up her being, 

nter Jane Shore. 

Forgive me, fair one, if officious friend{hip 

Intrudes on your repoſe, and comes thus ny 

To Jeers vou wich the ti an of Ae. 
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And bleſs your noble nature for this geodneſs. | 


L. Hoſt. Riſe, gentle dame, you wrong my — much) . 
Think me not guilty of a thought ſo vain, | 
To fell my courteſy for thanks like theſe. . 

FJ. SH. 'Tis true, your bounty is beyond my fenking t 2 
But tho' my mouth be dumb, my heart ſhall thank you; 


And when it melts be fore the throne of mercy, 
Mourning and bleeding for my paſt offences, 
My fervent ſoul ſhall breathe one pray'r for you, 
If pray'rs of ſuch a wretch are heard on high, 


That heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you need; - yl 


Ide grace and goodneſs you have ſhewn to me. 


L. Hof. If there be ought of merit in my ſervice, : 
Impute it there, where moſt 'tis' due, to love $: 


Be kind, my gentle miſtreſs, to my wiſhes, 


And ſatisfy my panting heart with beauty. 


F. Sh. Alas! my lord 
L. Ha. Why. bend thy eyes to earth? 


s Wherefore theſe looks of heavinefs and forrow ? | 
Why breathes that figh, my love? and wherefore falls 


(As ſure it does 


This trickling thow'r of tears, to ſtain thy ſweetneſs 2 


J. Sh. If pity dwells within your noble breaft, 
oh ſpeak not to me thus. 5 
L. Haß. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of love? 


Ev'n now thus ſadly as thou ftand'ft before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, | 
Thy ſoftneſs ſteals upon my yielding ſenſes, 8 
Till my foul faints, and fickens with defire ; 


How canſt thou give this motion to wy heart, , 


And bid my tongue be ſtill? 


FJ. Sh. Caſt round your eyes 


Upon the high- born beauties of the court; 


Behqd, like opening roſes, where they bloom, R 
Sweet to the ſenſe, unſully'd all and ſpotleſs ; - 


There chooſe fome worthy partner of your heart, ; 


To fill your arms, and bleſs your virtuous bed ; 
Nor turn your eyes this way, where fin and miſery, - 
Like loathſome weeds, have over-run the ſoil, 


And the deſtroyer, ſhame, has laid all waſte. 


L. Haſ!. What means this peeviſh, this fantaſtic change © 5 
Where is thy wonted pleaſantneſs of face, 
Thy wonted graces, and thy dimpled ſmiles? 


Where haſt thou loſt thy wit, and fportive mirth? 
That chearful heart, which us'd to dance for every 
And caſt a day of gladneſs all around thee ? 


. $h, Yes, I will own I merit the reproach 


| And for thoſe fooliſh days of wanton pride, 


My ſoul is joſtly humbled te the duſt : 


All tongues, like yours, are licens'd to vpbraid me, 


drill to repeat my guilt, to urge my infamy, 


4 
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And treat me like that abje& thing IJ have been. 
Yet let the ſaints be witneſs to this truth, 
That now, tho! late, I look with Rofror back, 
That I deteſt my wretched ſelf, and curſe 
My paſt polluted life. All-jadging heav'n, 
Who knows my erimes, has ſeen my ſorrow for chem. | 

L. Haß. No more of this dull fluff. Tis time enough. 
To whine and mortify thyſelf with penance, | I 
When the decaying ſenſe is pall'd with pleaſure, 
And weary nature tires in her laſt tage; _ 
Then weep and tell thy beads, when alt'ring rheums 
Have ftain'd the luſtre of thy ſtarry eyes, 
And failing palſies ſhake thy wither'd hand. 
The preſent moments claim more gen'rous alt; : 
Thy beauty, night and ſolitude reproach me, | 
For having talk'd thus lon: Z come, let me preſs thee, 
| Laying void 6 on bers | 
Pant on thy boſom, fink into thy arms, 9 
And loſe myſelf in the luxurious fold. | 

J. Sb. Never! by theſe chaſte lights above, I ew 
My foul thall never know pollution more; 1 
Forbear, my lord! Here let me rather die, [Kneeling 
Let quick deſtruction overtake me here, . 
And end my ſorrows and my ſhame for ever. 

L. Haſt. Away with this perverſeneis,—'tis too much ; 


m__ you ftrive—'tis monſtrous affectation. 2 285 


8b. Retire! I beg you leave me 
Haft. Thus to coy it 
Wich one who knows you too. 
1. Sh. For mercy's ſake 
L. Haft. Ungrateful w woman! Is it thus you yay 
My ſervices ? 
F. Sh. Abandon me to ruin 
Rather than urge me — A | 
L. Haft. This way to your chamber; ber ber« | 
There if you ſtruggle—— | 5 
J. Sb. Help! O gracious heaven! . 8 
Help ! ſave me! help! | | ber out. Is 
Enter Dumont; be 1 ; p = 
Dum. My lord! for horour's ſake W 
L. Haft. Hah ! what art thou ?—Be une! 
Duni. My duty calls me | 
To my attendance on my miſtreſs here. 
1. Sh. For pity let me go | 
L. Hat. Avaunt ! Baſe groom . 
At diftance* wait, and know thy office better. 
Dum. Forego your hold, my lord! d moll apm 
his violence 
L. Haft. Avoid the room this moment, 
Or I will tread thy foul out. 


. IF 
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The diftznce * twixt a * and a prince. 


45 855 TRAGEDY of JANE SHORE, 


Dum, No, my lord 
The common ties of manhood call me now, 


And bid me thus Rind up in the defence 


Of an oppreſs'd, unhappy, helpleſs woman. 
L. Haſt. And doſt thou know me, ſlave? 
Dum, Yes, thou proud Lord ! 
I know thee well, know thee with each advantage, | 


Which wealth, or power, or noble birth can give thee. 
1 know thee, too, for one who ſtains thoſe honours, 
And blots a long illuſtrious line of anceſtry, 
By poorly daring thus to wrong a woman. 


L. Haft, *Tis wond'reus well! J ſee, my Gim-ike ume, 
You ſtand provided of your braves and ruffians, 
To man your cauſe, and bluſter in your brothel. 

Dum, Take back the foul reproach, unmanner'd railer | 


| Nor urge my rage too far, leſt thou ſhould'ft find 


I have as daring ſpirits in my blood 


As thou, or any of thy race e'er boaſted ; 


And tho? no gaudy title s grac'd my birth, | 
Titles, the ſervile courtier's lean reward, 
Sometimes the pay of virtue, but more oft | 
The hire which greatneſs gives to ſlaves and {ycophantsy/ 
Yet heav'n that made me honeſt, made me more 
Than ever king did when he made a lord. | 
L. Heſt. Inſolent villain ! henceforth let this teach thee. 5 
[ Draws and ſtrikes him. 


Dum. Nay, then, my lord! farmen learn you * this | x | 


how well 


An arm refolv'd can guard 1 its ales 8 life. | They fight. 


J. Sb. Oh my diſtracting fears! hold, for ſweet heav'n. 
D They fight, Dumont diſarms Lord Haſtings 

I. Haft. Confuſion ! battled by a baſe-born hind ! 

Dum. Now, haughty fir, where is our dift'rence now ? 


Your life is ir my hand, and did not honour, 


The gentlenefs of blood, and inborn virtue 


| (Howe'er unworthy 1 may ſeem to you) 
| 3 in my boſom, I {hould take the forfeit, - 


t wear your {word again; and know, a lord, 


; Oppos'd againſt a man, is but a man. 


L. Haji. Curſe on my failing hand ! your better fon tune 


Hlas given you vautage o'er me; but perhaps 


' Your triumph may be bought with dear repentance. Ts, 
J. Sh. Alas! what have you done! know ye the pow 'ry 


The mightineſs that waits upon this lord? 


Dum. Fear not, my worthielt miſtreſs ; tis a cauſe 


. Ia which heaven's guards ſhall wait you, 0 e 5 
Purſue the ſacred counſels of your ſoul, 


| Which 1 4 you on to virtue ; let not dangers 


Now 
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| Nor the incumb' ring world, make faint your purpoſe. 
Afhſting angels ſhall oonduct your ſteps, 

Bring Nb. to bliſs, and crown your end with peace. 
| þ. Oh that my head were laid, my fad eyes clos'd, 
Adi my cold corſe wound in my ſhrowd to reſt | 
My painful heart will never ceaſe to beat, 

Will never know a moment's peace till thon, 


Dum. Wou'd you be happy ? leave this fatal place, 

Fly from the court's pernicious neighbourhood ; 

| Where 3 innocence is ſham'd, and bluſhing modeſty 

Is made the ſcorner's jeſt ; "where hare, deceit, 
And deadly ruin, wear the maſques of beauty, 

And draw deluded fools with ſhews of pleaſure. 


J. SH. Where ſhould I fly, thus helpleſs and forlorn, 
Of friends, and all the means of life bereft ? 


Dum. Bellmour, whoſe friendly care ſtill wakes to ſerve you, 
Has found yon out a little peaceful refuge, 

Far from the court and the tumultuous city. 
Within an ancient foreſt's ample verge, 

There ſtands a lonely, but a healthful r 
Built for convenience and the uſe of life: 
Around it fallows, meads, and paſtures Fs 
A little garden, and a limpid brook, 

By nature's own contrivanee ſeem diſpos'd ; ; 
No neighbours, but a few poor fimple clowns, - 

Honeſt and true, with a well-meaning prieft : 

No faction, or domeſtic fury's rage, 


- 

4 

1 
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7 

Þ 

| 


1 Did e'er diſturb the quiet of that place, 


| _ Fer the clouds gather, and the wint'ry ſky | 


. She ſeeks the ſafef(f ſhelter of the wood, 


When the contending nobles ſhook the land 
With York and Lancafter's diſputed ſway, 
Pour virtue there may find a ſafe retreat 
From the inſulting pow'rs of wicked greatneſs, 


J. SH. Can there be fo much happineſs in Kore4 
A cell like chat is all my hopes aſpire to. 


Haſte, then, and thitker let us take our flight, | 


Deſcends in ſtorms to intercept our paſfage. 
Dum. Will you then go? you glad my very fouls 
Baniſh your fears, eaſt all your cares on me; 
Plenty and eaſe, and peace of mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter days of life moſt happy. 
Om, lady! but I muſt not, cannot tell you, 
How anxious I have been for all your __ 
And how my heart rejoices at your ſafety. 
So when the fpring renews the flow'ry field, 
And warns the pregnant nightingale to build, | 


Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful brood ; 
Where no rude ſwains her ſhady cell may 3 5 
No ſerpents _ nor _—_ winds may blow; 


Fond 
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Fond of the choſen place, the views it o'er, 
Sits there, and wanders thro' the grove no more; 
Warbling ſhe charms it each returning nights 
| And loves it with a mother” s dear —— 1 | [Exeunt, 


ACT II. SCENE "I 
1 SCENE ieee, 


© Per Alicia with à Paper. 


Aue. | HIS paper to the great protector's kand 


| With care and ſecreſy muſt be e 
| His bold.imbition now avows its aim, 


Jo pluck the crown from Edward's infant brow, 
And fix it on his own. I know he holds 
My faithleſs Haſtings adverſe to his hopes, 
And much devoted to the orphan king; 
On that 1 build: this paper meets his doubts, 
And marks my hated rival as the cauſe 
Ot Haſtings' zeal for his dead maſter's ſons. 
Oh jealouſy ! thou bane of pleaſing friendſhip, 
Thou worſt invader of our tender boſoms; 
How does thy rancour poiſon all our ſoftneſs, 
And turn our gentle natures into bitterneſs! _ 
See where ſhe comes! once my heart's deareſt bleſſing, 
Now my chang'd eyes are blaſted with her beauty, 
Loath that known face, and ficken to behold her. | 25 
Euter Jane Shore. | Þ 
Wh, Now whither ſhall I fly to find relief? 
oy What charitable hand will aid me now ? 
Will ſtay my failing ſteps, ſupport my ruins, — 
And heal my wounded mind with balmy comfort ? * 
Oh, my Alicia! | ; 
Alic. What new grief is this? y 
What unforeſeen misfortune has ſurpriz'd thee ? "$3 
That racks thy tender heart thus? 
Sb. O! Dumont! | 
Als. Say! what of kim? _ 
J. Sh. That friendly, honeft man, 
Whom Bellmour brought of late to my. aſſiſlance, 
On whoſe kind cares, whoſe diligence and faith, 
My ſureſt truth was built, this very morn | 
Was ſeiz'd on by the cruel hand of power, 
Forc'd from my houſe, and borne away to priſon. 
Alic. To prifon, ſaid you! can you gueſs the cavſe ! . 
J. Sh. Too well, I fear. His bold defence of me 


Has drawn the vengeance of Lord Haſtings on him. 
lic, Lord Haſtings! Ha! 


N 
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J. Sh. Some fitter time muſt tell thee __ | : 
T he tale of my hard hap. Upon the preſent : 
Hang all my poor, my laſt remaining hopes. 
Within this paper is my ſuit contain d; 

Here, as the princely Gloſter pafſes forth, 
I wait to give it on my humble knees, 
And move him for redreſs. 
2 gives the paper to Alicia, In open Pay 4 ms to e 79 
[Alide.] Now for a wile, 
To ſting my thoughtleſs rival to the heart; 
To blaſt her fatal beauties, and divide ber 
For ever from my perjur'd Haſtings' eyes: 


The wanderer may then look back to me, 


| _ Give me the paper, friend. 


And turn to his forſaken home again : 

Their faſhions are the ſame, it cannot fail. 

[ Prelling out the other paper. 
FJ. Sp. But ſee the great Proteftor comes this "ys 

Attended by a train of waiting courtiers ; pe 

4 
Aic. LA de! For love and vengeance | 4. 

| [Che gives her the other pa 

| Enter the Duke 0 f Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, Cate 

ntiers, and ather attendants, _ 

= 2 $h, 2 © noble Gloſter, turn thy gracious eye, | 


_ Incline thy pitying ear to my complaint, 


A poor, undone, forſaken, helpleſs woman, 
Iatreats a little bread for charity, e 
To feed her wants, and ſave her life from periſhing. 
Suat. Ariſe, fair dame, and dry your wat' ry eyes. 
¶ Receiving the Haper, and wy bor. 
Beſhrew me, but twere pity of his heart, 


That could refuſe a boon to ſuch a ſuitreſs. 


F have got a noble friend to be your advocate; 
A worthy and right gentle lord he is, 

And to his truſt moſt true. This preſent, now, 
Some matters of the ſtate detain our loiſure; 
Thoſe once diſpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, _ 


And give your Friess redreſs. Go to! be comforted. 


3 85 Good heav'ns repay your highneſs for this rue 
And thow'r down bleſſings on your princely head. 


Come, my Alicia, reach thy friendly arm, 
And help me to ſupport that feeble frame, 


That nodding totters with 9 oe, 
And ſinks beneath its load. [Exit J. Shore inns Ale. | 

chf. Now by my holidame! | | 
Heavy of heart the ſeems, and ſore afſlicted. 

But thus it is when rude calamity | 

| Lays its ſtrong gripe upon theſe mincing minions ; 

The dainty gew-gaw forms diſſolve at once, | 

And ſhiver at the ſhock, What 88 Paper FL 1 bu zo nid. 

H 
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Ha! What is this ? come gearef, Ratcliffe! — ; 


Mark the contents, and then divine the meaning "0 ready, 
Wonder not, princely Gloſter, at the notice 


This paper brings you from a friend unknown ; 


Lord Haſtings is inclin's to call you maſter, 
And kneet to Richard, as to England's King; 
But Shore's bewitching wiſe miſlead: his heart, 
And draws his ſervice to king Edward's ſons: | 
Drive her away, you break the charm that holds him, : 
Aud he, and all his powers, tend on ons 
Kat. Tis wonderful! 
Cat. The means by which it came, | 
Let ſtranger too! 
_ C2 You ſaw it given but now. 7 5 
| Rav. She could not know the purport. 1 
Gi. No, 'tis plain 925 


| 0 Sbe knows it not, it levels at her life; 


Should ſhe preſume to prate of ſuch high matters, 
The meddling harlot ! dear the ſhould abide it. 

Cat. What hand ſoe er it comes frem, be aur 
It means your highneſs —_— | 
: ung. Upon the inſtant, | 
; d Haſtings will be here; this morn, T mean 

To prove bim t the quick; then if he flinch, 
| more but this, away with him at once, 

He muſt be mine or nething but he comes} | 
Draw nearer this way, and obſerve me well. [They 51 


Enter Lord Haſti 
1. Haff. This fooliſh woman hangs B= . 
Lingers and wanders in my fancy full; 
This coyneſs is put en, tis art and cunning, 
And worn to urge deſire I muft poſſeſs her: 
| The groom, who lift his ſaucy hand againſt me, 
Fer this, is humbled, and.repents his daring. 


bh Perhaps, ev'n the may profit by th" -.cxample, 


And teach her deauty not to ſcorn any pow r. 
_ e agaes - nx . 
| II 8 and — 
My lord, y * are well enc red, here has been | 
A fair 8 this morning with us; 
Believe me, ſhe has won 25 much to pity ber: 
Alas! her gentle nature not made 
To buffet with adverfity. 1 told her, 
How worthil __ cau had befriended; 
How much ſake we meant to 80, 
That you had — — all things ſhould be Nell. 
L. Haſt. Your highneſs binds me ever to your fervice. 
Gloſe. You know your friendihip is moſt * wich a. 
And ſhares our power. But of this enough, 
| * Wr 
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The ſtare is out of tune; difiriting fears, 
And jealous doubts, jar in our public councils j 
Amidſt the wealthy city, murmurs rife, 


| Lewd railings, and 'repreach, on thoſe that role, 
With open To , 


orn of government; hence credit, : / 
And public truſt, *rwixt man and man, are broke. 


| The golden ſtreams of commerce are with- held, 
= Which fed the wants of needy hinds and art:zans, 


Who: therefore curſe the great, and threat rebellion, - 
L. Haſt. The reſty knaves are overrun with eaſe, * 


Ass plenty ever is the nurſe of faction; 


It, in good days like theſe, the head®rong herd 


Grow mad'y wanton and repine; it is 


| Becauſe the reins of power are held too Mack, 


And reverend authority of late 
Has worn a face of mercy more than joftice.” 
Glojt. Rethrew my heart ! bur you have well ind 


ry: The fource of theſe diſorders. Who can wa 


If riot and miſrule o erturn the realm, 


| When the crown firs upon a baby brow? 
Plainly to ſpeak ; hence comes the gen ral ery, 


And ſam of all complaint : twill ne'er be welf 


With 2 (thus they talk ,) while children govern. 


L. Hoſe. Tis true, the king is your$z, but what of that? 
We feet no want of Edward's riper years, 
While Gloſter's valour and moſt princely wiſdom - 


| = well ſupp pPly eur infant ſov'reign's place, 


U 


His youth's ſupport, and guardian to his throne. 
Glaſt. The councit (much I'm bound to thank em m for) 
Have plac'd a pageant ſceptre in my hand, 
— of power, and ſubject to controul ; | 
d by my foes, and uſeleſs to my "HEY 


= on. wo lord ! were mine the role indeed, 
I think 1 0 | 
At large to lord it in the common-weal ; 
Nor wou'd the realm be rent by diſcord thus, 
Thus fear and doubt betwixt diſputed titles. 


ould not ſuffer rank offence 


IL. Haſt. Of this I ne As not 


A doubt like this 


Ch. Ay, marry, but there i — 
And that of much concern. Have you not heard, ; 


How on a late occaſion, doctor Shaw 
Has mov'd the le ack about the lawfulneſs 


Of Edward's iffue ? by right grave authority 
Of learning and religion, plainly proving, 
A baſtard ſcion never ſhould be grafted 
Upon a royal ſtock ; from thence, at full 
Diſcourſing on my brother's former N 


I“ lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before 3 
m. jolly match with that: ſame buzem R 


* 
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The queen he left behind 2 

I.. Haſe. III befall . Lo 
Such meddijng prieſts who kindle up cohifolion, e 
And vex the quiet world with their vain ſcrupl e; 
By heav'n 'tis done in FR ſpite to Py.” "of 
Did not the King, 

Our royal maſter Edward, in concurrence 

Wi h his eſtates aſſembled, well determine 


What courſe the ſov'reign rule ſhould take herceforward 4 


When ſhall the deadly hate of faction ceaſe, 
When ihall our long- divided land have reſt, 
If every peevith, moody malecontent 
Shall tet the ſenſeleſs rabble in an uproar ? | 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their brains, 
Each day with ſome fantaſtic giddy change ? 
G. What if ſome patriot for the public good, 
Should vary from your ſcheme, new- mould the ſtate? 
L. Haft. Curie on the innovating hand attempts it 1 | 
Remember him, the villain, righteous heaven, 
In thy great day of vengeance ! blaſt the traitor 
And his pernicious counſels; who for wealth, 
For pow'r, the pride of greatneſs, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars. 
Cloſt. You go too fary my lord. 
Haſt. Your highneſs'- pardon 
| Have we ſo ſoen — thoſe days of ruin, b 


When York and Lancaſter drew forth the banks v' 


When like a matron, butcher'd by her ſons, 

And caſt beſide ſome common way a ſpectacle 

Of horror and affright to paſſers by, | | 

Our groaning country bled-at-ev'ry vein, _ | NA 
When murders, rapes, and maſſaeres prevail'd ; Ne 15} 
When churches, palaces, and cities blaz'd ; i Pa 90 
When infolence and barbariſm triumph'd, 4 


And ſwept away diſtinction; peafants trod 


Upon the necks of nobles: low were laid 
The rev'rend croſier, and the holy mitre, 
And deſolation cover'd all the land; | 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
Here vow to ſheath a dagger in his heart, 
W hoſe damn'd ambition would renew thoſe horrors, 
And ſet, once more, that ſcene of blood bows us * 
Glaſt. How now! ſo hot! 
L. Haſi. So brave, and fo reſolv'd. 1 
G!:/*. Is then our friendſhip of fo bule moment, 
That you could arm your hand againft my life ? I, 
L. Haſt. I hope your highneſs does not think 1 mean it 1 


No, heaven forefend that eber your princely perſon 


Should come within the ſcope of my reſentment. 


5 1 0 n 3 _ 1 anuſt embrace you; 


[ Embraces oe 
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| By holy Paul! y'are a right honeſt man; 
The time is full of danger and diſt ruſt, 
And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 


Too apt for jealouſy and light ſormiſe, 


If when I meant to lodge you next my heart, 


T put your truth to trial. Keep your loyalty, 


And live your K ung and country's beſt ſopport: : 


For me, I aſk no more than honour gives, 


To 2 me yours, and rank me with your friends. 


L. Haſt. Accept what thanks a grateful heart ſhould pay, 


Ol orincely Gloſter! judge me not ungentle, 
Of manners rude, and inſolent of ſpeech, 
If, when the public ſafety is in queſt ion, 
E My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue, 


Gloſt. Enough of this: to deal in wordy compliment 


Is much againſt the plainneſs of my nature; 


I judge you by myſelf, a clear true ſpirit, 


And, as ſuch, once more join yu! to my boſom ; ©? 
bo arewel, and be my friend, | bes Glofter, 8 


: Ys Haſs. I am not read, 
Nor ſkill'd and practis d in the arts of i; 
To kindle thus, and give a ſcope to paſſion. 


The duke is furely noble; but he touch'd me 
Evin on the tend'reft point; the matter-ſtring _ 
That makes moſt harmony or diſcord to me. 


I own the glorious ſubject fires my breaſt, 


- And my ſoul's darling paſſion ſtands PT d; 
- Beyond or love's or fr iendſhip' s ſacred band, 
Beyond myſelf I prize my native land: 

On this foundation would I build my fame, 


And emulate the Greek and Roman name; 


Think England's peace bought cheaply with my blood, 5 
And die with N for my country's. goed.” 


1 eee bee. —— 


ACT Þ SCENE [. 


Fee SCENE continues, by 
Enter Duke of Gloſter, Ratcliffe, and Cateſby. 


5 Cf. HIS was the ſum of all; that he would brook 


No alteration in the preſent ſtate; 
Marry! at laſt, the telly gentleman _ 
Was almoſt mov'd to bid us bold dehance; 


But there I dropt the argument, and changing 


The firſt defign and purport of my ſpcech, 


I prais'd his good affection to young Edward, 
And left him to believe my thoughts like . 


Proceed we T the in this fore - mention d matter, YE 
| | C 3 JS 


7 
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As nothing bound or truſting to his friendſhip. 
Kat. III does it thus befall. I could have imd 

This lord had ſtood with us. His friends are wealthy, 
Thereto, his own pofſeſhons large and mighty; 
Thne vaffals and dependants on his power 

Firm in adherence, feady, bold, and many; 

His name had been of vantage to your highneſs, 
And ſtood our preſent purpoſe much in ftead. 

Ghoſt. This wayward and perverſe declining from us, 

Has warranted at full the friendly notice, | 
Which we this morn teteiv'd. i * it certain, 
This puling whining harlot rules his reaſon 

And prompts his zeal for Edward's baſtard sd. 

Cat. If the have ſuch dominion o' er his hñeart, 

And turn it at her will, you rule her fate; 
And ſhould, by inference and apt deduRtion, 
Be arbiter of kid. Is not her bread, 
The very means immediate to her being, | 

The bounty of your hand? why does the live, 

If not to yield obedience to your pleaſure, 
To ſpeak, to act, to think as you command? 


Kar. Let her inſtruct her tongue to bear your meſfage; | 


Teach every grace to ſmile in your behalf, 

And her deluded eyes to gloat for you; 

His ductile reaſon will be wound about, 

Be led and turn'd again, ſay and unſay, 

Receive the yoke, and yield exact obedience, _ 

Cut. Your counſel likes me well, it ſhall be follow'd. 
She waits without, attending on her "ſuit. ; 

S0, call her i in, and leave us here alone. 


How poor a thing i is he, how worthy ſcorn, 
Who leaves the guidance of imperial manhood 
Io ſuch a paltry piece of ſtuff as this is! 

A moppet made of prettineſs and pride; 

_ That oft'ner does her giddy fancies change, | 
Than glitt'ring dew drops in the ſun do colours— | 
Now, ſhame upon it! was our reaſon given 
For ſuch an uſe! to be thus puff'd about 
Like a dry leaf, an idle ſtraw, a feather, 

The ſport of every whitfling blaſt that blows ? 

Beihrew my heart, but it is wond'rous ſtrange; 

Sure there is ſomething more than witchcraft in ens... 
That maſters ev'n the wiſeſt of us all. | 
| | Enter Jane Shore, 

| Oh! you are come moſt fitly, - We have ponder'd 

On this your grievance : and tho! ſome there are, 

Nay, and thoſe great ones tbo, who wou'd enforce. 

The rigour of our power to afflict you; 

2 * heavy 8 Jet fear 15 Jou, 


- 


err 


E xeunt Ratcliffe and 1 Carty, 


We've 


# 
* 


* 
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We've ten you to our favour, our protection 
Shall ſtand between, and ſhield you from miſhap. 
J. SH. The bleſſings of a heart with anguiſh broken, 
And reſcu'd from deſpair, attend your highueſs. 
Alas! my gracious lord, what have I done 
Jo kindle ſuch relentleſs wrath againſt me? 
If in the days of all my palt offences, 
When moſt my heart was lifted with delight, 
If I with-held my morſel from rhe bungry, 
Forgot the widow's want, and orphan's cry; 
If I have known a good I have not ſhar'd, 
Nor call'd the poor to take his portion with me, | 
Let my worſt enemies ſtand forth, and now 
Deny the ſuccour, which I gave not then. 
__ Gloſe, Marry there are, tho? I believe them Th 
Who ſay you meddle in affairs of ſtate: | 
That you preſume to prattle, like a buſy-body 
| Give your advice, and teach the lords o'th* council | 
What fits the order of the common-weal. FTF 
F. Sb. Oh that the buſy World, at leaft in this, 5 
Would take example from a wfetek like me! | 3 
None then would waſte their Fours in foreign thoughts, | 1 
Forget themſelves, and what concerns their peace,” | So | 
To tread the mazes of fantaſtic fallbood,, 

+ To haunt her idle ſounds and flying tales, i | 
{ _Thro' all the giddy noiſy courts of rumour; 7 
Malicious ſlander never would have leifure 3 3 

I0 ſearch, with prying eyes, for faults abroad, 
"IE If all, like me, confider'd their own hearts, og 29s 
And wept the ſorrows which they found at home. 
G. Go to! I know your pow'r, and tho 1 truſt rhe” 
Te ev'ry breath of 2 I'm not to learn Oats, | "i 
That Haſtings is profeſs'd your loving vatlal. 88279 | 
But fair befall your beauty: uſe it wiſely, 
And it may fland your fortunes much in ſtead, 
| Give back your forfeit land with large eren 
And place yon high in ſafety and in honour: 2 
Nay, I“ could point a way, the which. purſuing, 
| You ſhall not only bring yourſelf advantage, | 
But give the realm much worthy cauſe to thank you. _— 
FJ. Sb. Oh! where or how? can my ee hand a 
Become an inſtrument of good to any? „ 
Inſtruct your lowly ſlave, and let me fly 
To yield obedience to your dread command. | 
Chi. Why, that's well faid—thus — me vel | 
The fate, for many high and potent reaſons, | 
Deeming my brother Edward's ſons unfit | | 
_ the imperial weight of England's crown 3 
Sb. Alas! for pi [Ad 
Glhiſe. Therefore 3 | 58 [2-0 LA. | 
To ſet aſide their unavailing infancy, 


* 
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And veſt the fov' reign rule in abler hands. '% 
This, tho' of great importance to the public, | | 
Haſtings, for very peevithneſs and Tons: 
| Does ſtubbornly oppoſe. . 
Sb. Does he ? does Haftings ?. 

2 Ay, Haſtings. | 

Fr F. Reward him for the noble deed, juſt hea ns: 
Nor this one action, guard him and di Ringuiſh him 
With fignal mercies, and with great deliverance, 5 
Save him from wrong, adverſity, and ſhame. 
Let never-fading honours flourith round him, 
And conſecrate his name ev'n to time's end: 
Let him know nothing elſe but good on earthy | 
And everlaſting blefſedneſs hereafter, | 7 1 
___ Gloſt. How now! | | . | \ 
F. Sh. The poor, forſaken, reyal little NY | 
Shall they be left a prey to ſavage power? 
Can they lift up their harmleſs hands in vain, 
Or ccy to heaven for help, and not be heard? | | 
Impoſſible ! O gallant gen'rous Haftings, | 
Go on, purſue! affert the ſacred cauſes _ B 
Stand forth, thou prexy of all-ruling providence, - oO 
And fave the friendleſs infants from oppreſſion. 
Saints thall aſſiſt thee with prevailing prayers, 
And warring angels combat on thy fide. 

Glſe. You're paſſing rich in this ſame heav'nly 8 | 1 
And ſpend it at your pleaſure, Nay, but mark me! . 


My favour is not bought with words like theſe. ( 
Co to you'll teach your tongue another tale. | 5 
J. SH. No, tho' the royal Edward has undone me, >, 

He was my king, my gracious maſter ftill ; os: 1 


He lov'd me too, tho' 'twas a guilty flame, . 
And fatal to my peace, yet ſtill he lov'd me; 
With fondneſs, and with tenderneſs he doated, 
Dwelt in my eyes, and liv'd but in my ſmiles. 
And can 1 O my heart abhors the thought! 
Stand by, and ſee his children robb'd of right? 

_ Gloſz. Dare not, ev'n for thy ſoul, to thwart me further 3 
None of your arts, your ſeigning, and your ele | 
Your da.mty, #jueamith coy ing it to me. 

Go——to your lord, your paramour, be gone; 

Liſp in his ear, hang wanton on his neck, | 
And play your menkey gambo!s o'er to him: . 

You know my purpoſe, look that you purſue it, 

And make him yield obed.ence to my will. 

Doe t——or woe upon thy harlot's head, 

FJ. Sb. Oh that my tongue had cy'ry grace of ſygechy,. | 
Great and commanding as the breath of kings, tl 
| Sweet as the poets numbers, and prevailing | : | 

As loft perſnafion to a love-fick maid - | 
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That J had art and eloquence divine 

To pay my duty to my maſter's aſneʒ, * 

And plead till death the cauſe of injur'd mnocence. 

_ ._ Gliſr, Ha! do'ſt thou brave me, minion! do'ſt theu know 

How vile, how very a wret'®, my pow'r can mike thee ; 

That I can let Tooſe fear, diſtreſs, and famine, | 
To hunt thy heels, like hell-hounds, thro? the world; 


( 


That I can place thee in ſuch abject ſtate, 


As help ſhall never find thee z where, repining, 
Thou ſhalt fir dowry, and gnaw the earth for Ry | 
Groan to the pitileſs winds without return, | | Fe 
Howl like the midnight wolf amidſt the deſart, | 
And curſe thy life in bitterneſs and E 
F. SY. Let me be branded for the public ſcorn, | 
Turn'd forth and driven to wander like a vagabond, 
Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeek my bread 
Dpon the barren wild, and deſolate waſte, _ «+ 
Feed on my fighs, 2nd drink my falling tears; 
E'er I conſent to teach my lips injuſtice, . 4! 
Or wrong the orphan, who has none to ſave ba 
Gift. Tis well—well try the temper of Your hears 5 n Ne 
What hoa! who waits without? n. "A 
| Enter Ratcliffe, Cateſby, and Atordants, 1 4 
| Ret. Your highnefs' pleaſure | | 
 Girff. Go ſome of you, and turn this trumpet forth 7 
Spurn her into the ſtreet, there let her periſh, | 
And yot upon a dunghill. Thro' the city 
See it proclaim'd, that none, on pain of death, 
Preſume to give ber comfort, food, or harbour; 
Wbo miniſters the ſmalleſt uumfott, dies. (4:19. 114. 244] 
Her houſe, her coſtly furniture and weak 
The pùrchaſe of her looſe luxurious life, RS: 


Me ſeize on, for the profit of the ftate. 


Away! be gore! 
J. Sh. O thou moſt righteous judge——— | 
Humbly behold, I bow myſelf to ther, | 
And own thy juſtice: in this hard decree | | 
No longer then my ripe offences ſpare, OO SR 
But what I merit, let me learn to bear. Wenn 1 
Vet fince 'tis all my wretehedueſs can give, 
For my paſt crimes my forfeit life receive; 
No pity for my ſuff' rings here I crave, 
Aud only hope forgiveneſs in the grave. 
[Exit J. Shore, guarded by 4 end Sake. 
nf. So much for this, Tour Troject'e at an end. 
Wn Rat. 


This idle toy, this hiding * ns my power, 
And ſets us all at naught. See chat 2 2 
Be * at my call,— 


Rat. 
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Rat, The council waits | RE # 
Upon yevr highnefs' leifure. — 
Ch. Bid them erter. EO 
Fnger the Dude of Buckingham, Farl of Derby, Biſbep of Ey, 2 
Lord Hattings, and” others, as vo the council, The Duke 'Y 7 ic 
Gloſter as i place at the upper end, then the ret fit. | | 
Derb. In happy time are we aſſembled here, 0 
To point the day, and fix the folemy pomp, = _ -. 
| For placing England's crown with ah due rites Ee Wd AT. | 
Upon our fov/reign Edward's youthful brow, | 
I. Haff. Some buſy meddling. knaves, 'tis faid there are, 
As ſoch will ſtill be prating, who preſume 
Io carp and cavil at his royal right; 155 | $ 
Therefore I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt” | Pt 
Tappoint the order of the coronation; | e 18 
So to approve ont duty to the king, 
Ad ſtav the babblirg of ſuch vain gainſayers, - : a 
Deb. We all attend to know your highneſs' pleaſure. [ToGlofter, = ix 
Si. My lords! A ſett of worthy men you are, SY 
rudent and juſt, and careful for the ſtate : | | F 
| Fherefore- to your moſt grave determination, © exgh 
I yield myſelf in all things; and demand, | RE 
What puniſhment your wiſdom hall think- meet 
Tiafliet upon thoſe damnable contrivers, 
Wbo ſhall with potions, charms, and witching drags; ; , 
W arnft our perſon and our life. 8 : 5 
| Haſs, So much 1 hold the king your highneſs "OOO | 
3 precious are you to the common-weal, 
That I preſume, not only for myſelf, 
But in behalf of theſe my gyble brot 
To ſay, whoe er they be, mer? Wk 
| Gloſe. Then judge yourſelves, convinee your eyes of ach ; | 
Behold my arm thus blaſted, 4% and wither d, _ 
8 [Pulling 22 ö 
Shrunk like a foul abertien, and decay d, 3 
Like ſome untimely product of the ſeaſons, | | 4 
Robb' d of its properties of ſtrength and office, 
This is the ſorcery of Edward's wife, 
Who, in conjunction with that harlot Shore, 
And other like confed rate midnight hags, 
By force of potent ſpells, of bloody characters, 
And conjurations horrible to hear, 
Call fiends and ſpectres from the yawning deep, - 
And ſet the minifters of hell at work, | 
To torture and deſpoil me of my life. _ 
L. Haſt. If they have done this deed —— | 1 
Cui. If they have done it ! 7 2 
Talk' thou to me of if's, audacious 3 5 
Thou art that ſtrumpet witch's chief . | 


* 
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The patron and eomplotter of her miſchiefs, 
And join'd in this contrivance for my death. 


. Ney ſtart not, lords— What ho ! a guard there, Sir! 


| | Enter Guard. 
Lord Haſtings, I arreft thee of high creaſon, 
'Seize him, and bear him inſtantly away 
He ſha' not live an hour. By holy Paul! 
1 will not dine before his head be brought me: 
Ratcliffe, ſtay you, and ſee that it be done: 


5 The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. 


[Exeunt Gloſter, and. Lan PP ALY 
— Mn Lind Hattings, Ratclifle, and Gard. | 
| ob Hoſe. What! and no more but this ho, to che ade! 8 
29 Ratcliffe } tell me, do I hald thee? 
5 I dream, what fhall I. do to wake, | 
2 break, to ſtruggle thro' this dread — 1 
For ſuzely death itſelf is nat ſo painful | 
As is this ſudden horror and ſurpriae | 
Raz. You heard, the duke's comments 1 to ebe, | 


Therefore, my lord, addreſs you to your ſhriſt, 


With all good ſpeed you may. Gummon your , 

And be AI 4 for you — die this 22 | . 

— Hoſt Yes, Ratcliffe, I will take thy friendly counſel, 
And die as a man ſhould ; tis ſomewhat hard, 5 
To call my ſcatter: d ſpirits home at once: | 

ut finee what muſt be, muſt be let neceſſity 


Ziupply the place of time and preparation, 


And arm me for the blow. Tis but to die, 

»Tis but to venture on that common hazard, 

„Which many time in battle I havg run; 

Tis but 9 & what, at that very moment, 

An many nations of the | 

A thevuſand and a theuſand ſhall do with mer 

Tis but to cloſe my gyes and ſhut out day-light; 

Te view no more the wicked ways of men, 

No longer to behold the tyrant Gloſter, 

And de a weeping witneſs of the woes, 

| The defolation, flaughter, and calamities, 

Which he ſhall bring on this unhappy land. 

zr Alicia. 

Fic. Stand o! and let me paſs -I will, 1 wot, | 
Catch him ance more in theſe deſpairing ams, 
And hold him te my beart—0 Haſtings ! Haſtings! . 

I. Hoſe. Alas! why com „ — 

To il me with new ter rors, new diſtractions, | 

Jo turn me wild with thy diſtemper'd rage, 

| And ſhock the peace of my departing ſoul ? | 

15 . I] prithee leave me! | 
| Stop 8 mine 


r 
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Till my full griefs find paſſage. Oh the ge 7 1 
5 Perdition fall on Gloſter's head and mine, 

L. Haſt. What means thy fravtic grief? 
Ali. I cannot fpeak —— 

But I have murder'd thee Oh! 1 could tell thee ! 
I.. Haſte. Speak, and give eaſe to thy conflicting paſkons : : 
Be quick, nor keep me longer in fuſpenſe, 

Time preſſes, and a thouſand crew d ng thoughts 
Break 1n at once! this way and that they ſnatch, 
They tear my hurry'd foul ; all claim attention, 

And yet not one is heard. 0 ſpeak, and leave Rk ; 
For 1 have buſineſs would employ an age, 

And but a minute's time to get it done in. ? . 
Alic. That, that's my grief — tis I that urge thee op, 0 1. 
Thus haunt thee to the toil, ſweep thee from earth, Fe 92 4 | 

And drive thee down this precipice of fate. 
L. Haſt. Thy reaſon is grown wild. Could thy weak hand 
| Being on this mighty ruin? If it could, 
What have I done fo grievous to thy foul, 
So deadly, ſo beyond the reach of pardon, | 
That nothing but my life can'make atonement ? 
Atic. Thy cruel ſcorn had ſtung me to the heart, 
And ſet my burning boſom all in flames: 
Raving and mad I flew to my revenge, | 
And writ I know not what-——told the — 2 50 

That Shore's deteſted wife, by wiles, had. won thee, 
| To plot againſt his greaineſs— He. beltev'd i i, 

(Oh dire event of my pernicious counſel !) 

And, while I meant deſtruction on her head, | 
H' has turn'd it all on thine. i! 4 ( 

L. Haſt. Accurſed jealouſy * — | þ £2 | 4 
0 mereileſs, wild, and unforgiving fiend ! 
Blindfold it runs to undiſtinguiſh d miſchief, 
And murders all it meets. Curſt be its 
For there is none ſo deadly; doubly curs d 
Be all thoſe eaſy fools Who give it harbour; 
Wuo turn a monſter looſe among mankind, 

Fiercer than famine, war, or ſpotted peſtilence; 4 þ 
Baneful as death, and horrible as hell. 7 
Allie. If thou wilt curſe, curſe rather thine own falſhoed ; | 

_ Curſe the lewd maxims of thy perjur'd ſex," 

Which taught thae firſt to laugh at faith and juſtice, 
To ſcorn the folemn ſanctity o oaths, 
And make a jeſt of a poor woman's ruin: | 

Caurſe thy proud heart, and thy inſu ton 

That is Lis fatal fury in * 7 K EY; 

And ws my vengeance to undo us och. 5 IL | 
I. Haſt. Oh thou inhuman! turn e *. K * 8 
| > blaſt me not with their ti derive vm 5 85 . =. | 


5 
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| Wp ſhould I curſe, thee with my. dying breath ? 


7 


oy 


4 


Be gone! and let me ſigh it out in peace. | 
Alic. Can't thou—oh cruel Haſtings, leave me thus * 8 
Hear me, I beg thee I conjure thee, hear me! 
While with an agonizing heart, I ſwear 
2 all the pangs I feel, by all the ſorrows, 


e terrors and deſpair thy loſs ſhall. give · me, 
My hate was on my rival bent alone. 


Oh! had I once divin'd, falſe; as thou art, 
A danger to thy Ife, 1 would have dy'd, 
I would have met it for thee, and made bare 
| My ready faithful - breaſt to ſave thee from itt. eee 
I. Hat. Now mark and tremble at heaven' 85 a0. ere, 
While thy inſatiate wrath and fell revenge 
Purſu'd the innocence which never wrong d thee, 
Bekold !. the miſchief, falls on thee and me: 
Remorſe and heavineſs of heart ſhall wait chee, 
And everlaſting anguiſh be thy portion: | 
For me, the ſnares of death are wound about me, 
And now, in one poor. momert, IL. am gone. 
Ohl if thou haſt one tender thought remaining, 
Fh to thy cloſet, fall upon thy knee, | 
And recommend my, parting ſoul to mercy. | | 
Alic, Oh! yet, before I g0 for ever from thee, 1 
Turn thee in gentleneſs. and pity to me, iccling. 
And in compaſſion of my ſtrong affliction, 4 
Say, is it poſſible you can forgive 
rhe fatal raſhneſs of ungovera'd love??? 
For, oh! tis certain, if I had not lov'd thee 
Beyond my peace, my reaſon, fame, and life, 
Deſir'd to death, and doated to diſtraction, 
Fin day of horror never ſhould have known us. 
| L. Hay. Oh! riſe, and let me huſh thy ſtormy ſorrows; , 
ER her. 
AG thy tears, be I will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy fair- one. 


I ſee the hand of heav'n is arm'd againſt me; 


And, in myſterious providence, decrecs = | 1 

To punith me by thy miſtaken hand. e | ' 

Moſt righteous doom! for, oh! while I behold thees 

Thy wrongs rife up in terrible array, 

And charge thy ruin on me; thy tair fame, 

{Ly 4 2 beauty, innocence, and youth, 

Diſhonour'd, blaſted, and betray'd by me. 

Ali. And does thy heart relent for my undoing 2 

Oh! that inhuman Gloſter could be mov d, N 

But half fo eaſily as 1 can pardon! | Me 
L. Haß. Here then exchange we mutually forgivenels. 25 

So may the guilt of all my broken vows, | 

My pegaries to thee be all: _— » 


\ 
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As here my foul acquits thee of my death, 
As here I part without one angry thought, 3 
As here I leave thee with the fofteſt tenderneſs, 
Mourning the chance of our diſaſtrous loves, 
And begging heav'n to bleſs and to ſupport the. 
Rat. My lord, diſpatch ;. the: dukethas fent to chide me 
For loitering in my dut 7 — . | 
L. Hoſt. I obey. og wy 
Aiic. Inſatiate, favage monſter! is a moment 
So tedious to thy malice ? ? oh! repay him, 

Thou great avenger, give him blood for blood: 

Guilt haunt him! fiends purſue him lightnings blaſt him: Y 

Some horrid, curſed kind of death o'ertake him, CIO | 

Sudden, and i in the fulneſs of his fins! | 5 » 

That he may know how terrible it is, TY Es, 
To want that moment he denies thee pow. 

L. Haſt. Eis all in vain, this rage that tears thy boſom, | 
Like a poor bird that flutters in its cage, | 
Thou beat'iifhylſelf to death. Retire, I beg thee; 

To ſee thee thus, thou know'ſt not how it wounds me, 
Thy agonies are added to my own, | 

And make the burthen more than I can bans 

Farewell good angels vifit thy afflictions, 
And bring thee peace and comfort? from above. | 
Alic. Oh! ſtab me to the heart, ſome paying hand, 
Now ſtrike me dead | 
L. Haſt. One thing I had 4 5 

1 charge thee by our preſent common miſeries, | 
By our paſt loves, if yet they have a name, 

By all thy hopes of peace here and hereafter, 

Let not the rancour of thy hate purſue 
The innocence of thy unhappy friend | 

Thou know'ſt who 'tis I mean; oh! ſhould'ſt thou wrong ber, 
Juſt heav'n ſhall double all thy woes upon thee, 

And make em know no end remember this 
As the laſt warning of a dying man: 

Farewell for ever! [The Guard: carry unn 4. 

Alic. For ever ? oh! for ever! 

Oh! who can bear to be a wretch for ever! 

My rival, too! his laſt thoughts hung on her, 

And as he parted, left a bleſſing for her: | | e 
Shall the be bleſt, and I be curſt, for ever! 
No; fince her fatal beauty was the canſe _ EEE 1 
Pl all my ſuff'rings, let her ſhare my pains; 

Let her, like me, of ev'ry joy forlorn, 5 
Fad Devote the hour when ſuch a wretch was born; 
| Like me to defarts and to darkneſs run, | 
Abhor the day, and curſe the golden ſun ; 
Caſt ev'ry good, and ev'ry hope behind; | 

Diäeteſt the works of nature, loath mankind ; "WY 5 * 

1 Li 
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Like me, with cries diſtracted, Rl the air, | | $7 135 
Tear her poor boſom, read her frantic hair; FO } | 
And * the torments of che lait . LExit. 


. —_— 


ACT * s oN 1. 
| 9 SCENE the Street. 


5 Euler Bellmour and Dumont. 
Dum. OV ſaw her, then? 
3 Bell. I met her as returning, 
* In ſolemu penance, f from the public croſs... 
0 Before her, certain raſeal officers, 5 
Slaves in auxhority, the knaves of Juftice;: £4 
Proclaim'd the tyrant Gloſter's cruel orders. 
On either ſide her march'd an ill-look'd prieſt, 
Who with ſevere, with horrid haggard eyes, 
Did ever and anon, by turns, upbraid her, 
Aud thunder in her trembling ear damnation. 
Around her, numberleſs the rabble flow'd, 
Should'ring each other, crowding for a view, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling ; 
Soma pitying, but thoſe, alas! how few! 
The moſt, ſuch iron hearts we are, and ſuch 
4 The baſe barbarity of human kind, | 
Wich infolence and lewd reproach purſu- d her, 
Hooting and railing, and with villainous hands 
„ Gath'iring the filth from out the common ways, 
Io hurl upon her head. 
„Dum. Inhuman dogs 
How did the bear it?“ 
Bell. With the gentleſt patience ; ; 5 
Submiſſive, ſad, and lowly was her look z 
A burning taper in her hand ſhe bore, - | * 
And on her {ſhoulders careleſsly confus'd, 
With looſe neglect, her lovely treſſes hung; 
Upon her cheek a faintiſh fluſh was ſpread, 
| Feeble the ſeem'd,, and ſorely ſmit with pain. 
» While bare-foot as the trod the flinty pavement, 
Aer footſteps all along were mark'd with blood. | 
Pet ſilent till ſhe paſs'd and unrepining;,, 8 1 
Her ſtreaming eyes heut ever on the earth, | 
Except when in ſome; bitter pang of ſorrow, 
To heav'n ſhe ſeem'd in fervent zeal to raiſe, 
And beg that mercy man deny'd her here. 
Dum. When was this piteous ſight? 
* , Bell. Theſe laſt two days. 
j Lou know my care was wholly bent an your. | 
D 2 | To 


RY 


8 . 
_ 
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To find the happy means of your deliveranee, 
Which but for Haftings' death 1 had not gain' d. 
During that time, altho' T have not ſeen her, 
Yet divers truſty meſſengers I've ſent, 
Io wait about, and watch a fit convenience 
To give her ſome relief, but all in vain; 
A chvrlith guard attends upon her Chem... 
Who menace thoſe with death that bring her r comfort. 
; And drive all ſuccour from her.. 

Dum. Let em threaten; 
Let proud oppreſſion prove its fierceſt malice; 
30 heav'n befriend my ſoul, as here I vow | 
To give her help, and ſhare” ons fortune with her. 
Hell. Mean you to ſee her, thus, in your own form ? 
Dum. 1 do. 
Vell Am have you theught upon the conſequence? 
Dum. What is there 1 ſhovld fear? | - 
Bell. Have you examin'd 
| wes your inmoſt heart, and try'd at ike 

The lev'ral ſecret ſprings that move the paffibns? 
Ilas mercy fix'd her empire there ſo ſure, 
That wrath and vengeance never may return? 
Can yu icſume @ hwuthand's name, and' bid 
That wakeful dragon, fierce reſentment, fleep ? : 
Dum. Why doſt thou fearch ſo deep, and urge __ memory; 
To conjure up my wrongs to life agahy ? 
I have long labour'd to forget myſelf, | 
Jo think on all time, backward; like a mw; | 

Idle and void, where nothing e'er had being; 

Kut thou haſt peopled it again: revenge 
And jealouſy renew their horrid ſorms, 
Shot all their fires, and drive me to diſtraction. 
Vall. Far be the thought from me! my care was only 
Jo arm you for the meeting: better were it 
Never to ſee her, than to let that name 
ReM!l forgotten rage, and make the hufband- 
Deftroy the gen'rous pity of Dumont. : 
Dim. Oh! thou haſt ſer my buſy brain at work, 
And now the muſters up a train of images, 
Which, to preſerve my peace, I had call aſide, 
And ſunk in deep oblivion—oh! that form! 
That angel face on which my dotage hung! 
How I have gaz d upon her ! tilt my ſoul 
With very eagerneſs went forth towards her, 
And iſſu'd at my eyes as there a gem 
Which the ſan ripens in the Indian mine, 
Or the rich botom of the oeran yields; 
What was there art could make, or weakk could buy, 
Which I have left unſought to deck her beuuty? 
What could her King do more and yer the fled, 


* 
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Bell. Away with that ſad fancy— 
Dum. Oh! that day! 
The thought of it muſt live for ever with me. 
I-met her, Bellmour, when the royal ſpoiler 
| Bore her in triumph from m widow'd home! 
Within his chariot, by his fide the ſat, | 
And liſten'd to his talk with downward looks, 
Till ſudden as the chanc'd aſide to glance, 
Her eyes encounter'd mine oh! then, my friend ! 
Oh! who can paint my grief and her amazeme it 
As at the ſtroke of death, twice turu'd ſhe pale, 
"And twice a burning crimſon bluſh'd all o'er her; , 
Then with a ſhriek, heart-waunding, loud the cry'd, 
While down her cheeks two guſhing torrents ran 
Faſt falling on her hands, which thus the rung 
 Mov'd at her grief, the tyrant raviſher, 5 
With courteous aftion woo'd her oft to turn; ; | : | 
Earneft he ſeem'd to-pleady but all in vain; ns © 
Ev'n to the laſt ſhe bent her fight toward me, 
And follow'd me— till I had loſt myſelf. 
Ball. Alas! for pity! oh! thoſe ſpeaking tears! 
Could they be falſe ? did the not ſuffer with you? 
And tho the king by force poſſeſs' d her perſon, - 
Her unconſenting heart dwelt {till with you's 
If all her former woes were not enough, | 
Look on her now, behold her where the wanders; 5 
Hunted to death, diſtreſs'd on every ſide, 5 
With no one Laid to help; and tell me then, 
If ever miſery were known like hers ? | | 
Dum. And can ſhe bear it? can that delicate frame : 
Endure the beating, of a ſtorm fo rude ? | 
Can the, for whom the various ſeaſons chang'd, 
'T6 court her appetite, and crown her board, 
For whom the foreign vintages were preſs'd, 
For whom the merchant ſpread his filken ftores, 
Can the 


I treat for e and want the needful raiment, 
JI wrap her ſhiv ring boſom from the weather? 


When jhe was mine, no care came ever nigh hers 
I thought the gentleſt breeze that wakes the: ſpring, 
Too rough to breathe upon her; chearfulneis | 
Danc'd all the day before her, and at night _ 
| Soft ſlumbers waited on her downy por 
| Now fad and thelterleſs, perhaps, -ſhe lies, | 
Where piercing winds-blow ſharp, and the chill rain” 
Drops from ſome pent-houſe on ber wretched head, 
Dreuches her locks, and kills. ker with the cold. 
It is too much — hence with her paſt offences, 
They are aton'd at full>—why ſtay we, then? | 
On! let us haſte, my friend, and find her ou. 3 
| , D. 3 3 — - Bia | 


- % 
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Bell. Somewhere about this quarter of OY 

J hear the poor abandon'd creature lingers : 8 

Her guard, tho? ſet wich ſtricteſt watch to keep 


85 All food and friend(hip, from her, yet permit her 


To wander in the ſtreets, there chooſe her bed, 

| And reſt her head on what cold ſtone ſhe pleaſes. 
Dion. Here let vs.then divide; each ein his round 

To ſearch her ſorrows cut; whoſe hap f it is 

Firſt to behold her, this ay let him lead 


Her fainting ſteps, and mect we- here together. FE: ein. 
Enter Jane Shore, her Hair bangiug beſe on ber Shade re, and 
5 bare- footed; © Fa 


| * Sb. vet, yet 0 nor murmur, oh! my ſoul! 
| Fer are not thy tranſgreſſions great and numberleſs 
Do they not-cover.thee-like rifing floods, 
And prefs thec like a weight of waters down? 
Does not the hand of righteavſneſs'atfhE& thee > 
And who ſhall plead againſt it? who ſhall ſay 
To pow'r almighty, thou haſt done enough g 
Or bid his dreadful rod of vengeance ſtay ? . 
Wait then with patience, till the circling hours d 
Shall bring the time of thy appointed reſt; | 
And lay thee down in death. The kireling thus 
With labour drudges out the painful day, 
| And often looks with long expecting eves 
To ſee the ſhadows riſe, and be diſmiſs d. 
And, hark ! methinks the roar that late purſu'd we, 
. Sinks like the murmurs of a falling wind, 
And ſoftens into ſilence. Does revenge 
And malice then grow weary and forſake me? 
My guard, too, that obſerv'd me ill fo cloſe, | 
Tire in the taſk of their inhuman office, 
And loiter far behind. Alas! 1 faint, - 
My ſpirits fail at once——this is the door 
Of my Alicia————blefſed opportunity. 
In Real a little ſuccour from her goodneſs, | 
Now, while no eye obſerves me. [She back we Door. 5 
Euter Sera. | 


Iss your "0" | Y 

My gentle friend, at home? ch! bring me to her. [Going in. 
Ser. Hold, mifireſs, whither wou'd you? | Putting er backs 
Wo 2 S. Do you not know ane? | 


Fer. I know you well, and Know uy orders too. 
You muſt not enter ba 


F. Sb. Tell MEA Alicia, : 
*T1s 1 would fee : þ 

Ser. She is ill at ca Ph VEE 
And will admit no viſitor, © A h 
F. H. But tell her 5 ei e e 
Ti s I, ber friend, e eee — 1 4 Sith 
Vc as the door and beg | 


ha 


— Ce * ; 


| Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off its hinges, «+ 
To give me entrance here; when this good hauſe 


When my approach has nrade a little holy-day, 


Now curſe me to my face. Why ſhould'I wander, 


| Hangs on my door; whoſe hateful whine of woe 
My j jarring: ſenfes with thy boggar's cry. 


One dri ſtrong calam ty to ſeex 
+ wal bk» ably here; one perithing for want, 


. And humbly aſks, for charity's dear fake, | 
A draught of water, and a little bread. 


I know bee not 
Where wanton hands upon the earth have ſcatter d it, | 


And hungry vulture, where they wind the prey; ; 
And ſeek thy food with them know thee not. 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt bleffing, 
And mourn'd that live-long day the-paſs'd without meg,” 
When pair'd like turtles, we were ſtill n 
She lov'd me more thau all the world beſides. 
Tis true—T know thee now A miſchief on thee! 
Ihou art that fatal fair, that curſed the | "1&0 
That. ſet my brain a madding. Thou haſtrrobb/d me ; e 
See his pale bloody head ſhocts glaring by me * 


Give him me back again, thou ſoft RR 
Thou beauteous witch—— 


Oh then be good to me; have Any on me; 


Aud may'ft en never Kao. N OR ee I, 2 
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5 »Tis all in van 


_ Go hence, and how! to thoſe hat will regard you. 


[ Shuts the door, and: Bait. | 
7. Sb. It was not always thes ; > the time has been, 
When this unfriendly door, that bars my patlage, 


Has pour'd forth all its dwetters to receive me; 


And ev 'ry face was drefs'd in ſmiles to meet me: 
But now 'tis otherwiſe ; and thoſe Who bleſs'd me; 


Stray further: on, for I can die ev'n here 


[ She" firr doion ar the Do. 
Ener Alicia in Diſrubr; two Servants follow: 
| Alic. What wretch art thou? whoſe miſery and db, 


Breaks in upon my ſorrows; and diſtracts fo bull LS. : 


FJ. Sb. A very beggar) and a wretch, i — 1 » 
Whoſe hunger has not taſted ſood theſe three days 


Alic. And doſt thou come to me, to me for bread! 
go hu nt for it abroad, 


Or caſt it on the waters — mark the eagle; | 
Watch where the ravens of the valley feed, 5 5 i 


J. Sh, And yet there wasa time, when my: Alieia | 1 5 


When often as we prattied arm in arm, 
Inclining: fondly to me ſhe has ſworn, 


Alic, Ha! ſay'ſt thou! Let me look upon thee well | / 1 
Thou haſt undone me - murder] oh my Habeings! Wn 


J. Sh. Alas] 1 never wrong d 500. 5 2 
Thou never knew'ſt the bitternel ef ws | 
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Some poer remain, the v6iding of thy table, 
A morſel ro ſupport my famiſh'd foul. | 255 
Alic. Avaunt! and come not near me 
FJ. Sb. To thy hand | 
T'truſted all, gave my whole ſtore to thee, 
| Nor do I aſk it back ; allow me but 
The ſmalleſt pittance, give me but to eat, 


Ieſt 1 fall down and periſh here before thee. - 


lic, Nay! tell not me! where is thy king, thy Edwards. 
And all the ſmiling cringing train of. courtiers, | 
That bent the knee before the? 
F. Sb. Oh! for mercy! ) | : 
Alice. Mercy! I know it not—for , 1 am ; miſcrable. 
14 give thee miſery, for here ſhe dwells; 
This is her houſe, where the ſun never dawns, - 
The bird of night fits ſcreaming o'er the roof, 
Grim ſpectres ſweep along the horrid gloom, - q; 
And nought is heard but wailings and lamentings/y 
Hark ! ſomething cracks above! it ſhakes, it totters! 
And ſee, the nodding ruingfalls to cruſh me ! 
*Tis fall'n, 'tis here! I feel it on my brain! 
1 Serv. Thi: Sght diſorders her 
2 Serv. Retirey 1 
And leave this woman- 6 * 
Alic. Let her take my counſel: | 
Why ſhould' thou be a wretch fied, - tear Gi ben, 
And rid thyſelf of this deteſted being, 
I-wo'not linger long behind thee here. 
A waving flood of blueiſh fire ſwells o'er me; 
- And now tis out, and I am-drown'd in blood. | 
Ha! what art thou! thou horrid-hezdlefs-trunk.? + 
It is my Haſtings ! See, he wafts me on! 
Away! I. go, I fiy ! 1 follow thee ! 
But come not thou with miſchief-making beauty 
To interpoſe between us, look not on him, | 
Give thy fond arts and thy deluſions oer; 
For thou ſhalt never, never part us more. 


She runs. off her dre falling | 


J. Sh. Alas! ſhe raves ;- her brain, I ears is nn 

In mere look upon her, gracious heav n, 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 

Sure I am near upon my journey's end; 

My head runs round, my eyes begin to fail,.. 

And dancing. ſhadows ſwim before my behr;- 1 . 

I can no more; - {lies down receive me, thou cold earthy 3 
Thou common parept, take me to thy e 15 N 
And let me reſt with thee. .. 
| vl U 15 Emer: -Bellmour. - 

£ In t e ground! 
Thy mins can. never lay thee 123 


And nothing ſhall divide us—now. where are they! > 


And view my deſolation from afar ; 


And yet thy goodneſs turns aſide to pity me. 
Let me not pull a ruin on thy head, 
Leave me to die alone, for I am fall'n | 5 
Never to riſe, and all relief is vain. 
Io chaſe away deſpair. Behold } where — 
1s haſting to thy aid | | 


' Then heav'n has heard my pray'r, his very name 


- Has he then '{cap'd the ſnare 2 


He comes unlike to that Dumont you knew, 
For now he wears your better angel's form, 


This dreadful viſion! ſee it comes upon me 
It is my huſband 


Into her dying li from ſpicy drugs, 
Rich herbs and flaw'rs the potent juice is dra 
With wond'rous force it ſtrikes the lazy 8 


Faintly begins to bluſh again, and: — 1 y a 


Vour hufband lives ! tis he, my wanhieh Gb. 
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Whom none has comfortes | where are thy friends, 
The dear companions of thy joyful days, 
Whoſe hearts thy warm proſperity made glad, 


Whoſe arms were taught to grow like 1 round thee, Ft 
And bind thee to their boſoms ?—thus with thee, 


Thus let vs live, and let us die, they __ 9 
For ſure thou art the ſiſter of our loves, 


J. Sb. Ah! Bellmour, where indeed! they ſtand aloof, 


When they paſs by, they ſhake their heads in ſcorn, 
And cry, behold the harlot and her end! 


Alas! there may be danger, get the gone! 


Bell. Vet ruſſe thy drooping head z for "P am come 


That honeſt man, that faithful brave Dumont, 3 


J. Sh. Dumont! ha | where ! Nai ng herſelf, of luke abort 
Renews the ſprings of life, and chears my . 
Bell. He has; but ſee 


And comes to viſit you with peace and pda 
Enter Shore. | 
J. Sh. Speak, tell me! Which is he? and ho! what a; 


ak b. 1 Ep . 


Sh. She faints ! ſupport her! | 
Suſtain her head, while 1 infuſe this Sil. 


Drives them around, and wakens life anew. 


Bell. Her weakneſs could not bear the deen fuhrte. : 
But ſce, ſhe ſtirs! aud the returning blood. 


Upon her aſhy cheek 
Sh. So gently raiſe her- 
F. Sh, Ha! what art thou? — 
Bell. How fare you, lady: > 
J. Sb. My heart is thrill'd wich horror 7 
Bell. Be of courage 


{Raiſing har 1h 


F. Sh. Still art thou there - ſtill doſt thou hoxet round, n me 0 
Oh ſave me, Bellmour, fam his angry ſhade! 
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Bell. Tis he Himſelf !—he lives look. up 
F. Sb. I dare not! | 

Oh that my eyes could ſhut him out for ce 

Sb. Am 1 f hatefuf, then, fo deadly to thee, + 

To blaſt thy eyes with horror? fitice Fm grown 


A burden to the world, «myſelf, and this, 


Wou'd I had ne'er furviv'd to ſee thee more. 

J. Sb. Oh thou moſt injut'd=doſt:thou live, indeed? | 
Fall then ye mountains on!/my guilty head, | 
Hide me, ye rocks,. within yourrſeeret caverns ;- 

Caſt thy black vei!'upon my ſhame, O night: 
And ſhield me with thy ſable wing for ever. 


Sb. Why doft thou turn away ?——why tremble thus? 


| Why thus indulge thy fears? and in deſpair, 

Abandon thy diſtracted foul to horror? | 
Caſt every black and guilty thought behind we. 
And let 'em never vex thy quiet more. 


My arms, my heart; are open to receive thee, | 


To bripg thee back to thy forſaken home, 
IP Wirh#ender j joy, with fond forgiving love, 
An all the longings of my firſt deſires. 


The miniſter of heav'a's inquiring juſtice. 
Array thyſelf all terrible for judgment, 
Wrath. in thy eyes, and thunder in thy voice; 
Pronounce my fentence, and if yet there be 

A. woe-I have not felt, inilict it on me. | 
Sb. The meaſure of thy ſorrows is complete; 

And I am come to ſnatch, thee from injuſtice, 

The hand of pow'r no more ſhall cruſh thy weakneſs, - ' 
Nor proud oppreſſion grind thy humble ſoul; 8 
5 Sb. Art thou not riſen by miracle from death ? J 

Toy ſhroud ig fall'n from off thee, and the grave 
Was bid to give thee up, that thou might” {t come. 
The meſſenger of grace and goodneſs to & _ 

| To ſeal my peace, and bleſs me ere F go. 
Om let me then fall down beneath thy feet, 
And weep my gratitude for ever there 
Give me your drops, ye ſoft deſcending rains, 
Give me your fireams, ye never-ceafing ſprings, . 
That my fad eyes may ſtill ſupply my 177 
And feed an everlaſt ing flood of forrow. 

SH. Waſte not thy feeble ſpirits=—T have long: 
Beheld, unknown, thy mourning and repentancc 3 
Fherefore my heart has ſet aſide the paſt, 

And holds thee white, as unoftending innocence: 
Therefore in ſpite of cruel Gloſter's rage, 

Soon, as my friend had broke my priſon doors, 
I; flew to thy aftiſtance. Let us haſte, 


Now while occafion ſeems to ſmile upon us, 
Forſake this place of ſhame, and find a ſhelter. 


Sg. Noz; arm thy brow with vengeance ;. Ad appear. A 


Ss * "0 ©. * — 
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7, Sp. What {hall I ſay to vou! 2 but 1 OY, f 
Sb. Lean on my aro—  - | 
FJ. Sh. Alas! I'm wond'rovs faint.: 
But that's not ſtrange, I have not eat theſe three Jays, | 
Sh. Oh, mercileſs! look here, my love, I've bought thee 


Some rich conſerves . 
FJ. SH. How can you be ſo good! ? 
But you were ever thus; I well remember 
With what fond care, what diligence of love, 
Jou laviſh'd out your wealth to buy me pleaſures, 
| Preventing every -with:: have you fo 6 rgot 
Ihe coſtly ſtring of pearl you brought me home, 
And ty'd about my neck? how could I leave you? 
Sh. Taſte ſome of this, or this— 18 5 
F. SH. You're ſtrangely alter d- | 
| Say, gentle Bellmour, is he not? how pale 
Lour viſage is become your eyes are hollow; 
Nay, you are wrinkled too alas the day! 
My wretchedneſs has coſt you many a tear, 
RT And many a bitter pang, fince laſt we parted. | 
” $h. No more of that——thou talk'ſt, but do'ſt dot eat. 
'? F. SY. My feeble jaws forget their common office, 
Muy taſteleſs tongue cleaves to the clammy roof, 
And now ea gen ral loathing .grows upon me 
Oh! I am fick at heart! ye | 
$4, Thou murd'rous ſorrow! © 
Wo't thou ſtill drink her blood, purſue hoy ſtill! 
Muſt the then die] oh my poor penitent, 
Speak peace to thy ſad heart: ſhe hears me not: _ 
| Brief maſters ev'ry ſenſe——help me to hold her 
1 Enter Cateiby with a Guard. | 
| | Cat. Seize. on em both, as traitors to the ſtate.— 
EY Bell. What means this violence | 
5 6 { Guards lay hold an Shore and Belimour, 28 
5 | Cat. Have we not found vou, 
| In ſcorn of the protectur's ſtrict command, 
T Aſſiſting this baſe woman, and N 
Her infamy? T9 
Sb. Infamy on thy head! _ 
Thou toal of power, thou pandar to, authority ! 2 
I tell thee, knave, thou know'ſt of none. ſo virtuous, 
And the that bore thee was an ZEthiop to her. 
Cat. You'll anſwer this at full-away with 'em. 
Sb. Is charity grown treaſon to your court? 
What honeſt man would live beneath ſuch rulers ? * 
| I am content that we ſhould die together- 3 
ar. Convey the men to priſon ; but for her, 
| Wore her * hunt her fortune as ſhe ma 
F. Sh. I will not part with him or me 3 me! 
Oh! muſt he die for me! 
| may bin as he i is carried n falls 
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Sh. Inhuman villains! [Breaks from the m 


Stand off! the agonies of death Are on her 
She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard wirk her cold hand. 


F. Sp. Was this blow wanting to- complete V ruin ! 


Ok let him go, ye miniſters of terror. 


Such mercy and ſuch pardon as my foul 


; And make my portion bleſt or curs'd for ever, 


Tis very dark, and Fhave loſt -you 'now— 


Thou cobld'ſt not fpeak ?- 


He ſhall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield obedience to your eruel maſter. 


Tarry a little, but a little longer, 


And take my laſt breath with you, 


$4. Oh my love N 
Why have I liv'd to ſee this bitter moment, N 


This grief by far ſurpaffing all my former! 
Why doſt thou fix thy dying eyes upon me, 


With ſuch an earneſt, ſuch à piteous look, 
As if thy heart were full of ſome "ſad meaning 


J. Sh. Forgive me. but forgive me ! 
Sh. Be witneſs' for me, ye celeftial hoſt, 


Accords to thee, and'begs of heav'n to ſhow ghee 3 3 | 
May fuch befal me at my lateſt hour, ; \ 


J. Sh. Then all is well, and I ſhall*fRizep in bee | [ 


Was there not ſomething I would have dequeath'd' you b 


| But I have nothing left me to beſtow, 8 ; 
Nothing but one ſad ſigh. . 5 5 [ Diet, M4 


Bell. There fled the foul, 


| And left her load of mifery behind, 


Sh. Oh my heart's tresſure! is this pale ſad viſiee 


; All that remains of thee 3 7 re theſe dead _ | 


Fare thee 8 
Now execute your tyrant's will, and lead me 


; From * from ö and an Oy grave. [Extunt. 


But I will fix my. weeding lips to e 
II I am cold and ſenſeleſs quite, as thou art. 
What, muſt we part, then ?—will you — 


To the Giard raking drnionir. - 
4 Lee Her. | 


To bonds, or death, tis equally indifferent. 8 
Bell. Let thoſe, who view this ſad example, know, | 5 


What fate attends the broken marriage vow; 
And teach their children in ſucceeding times, 
No common vengeance waits upon theſe crimes, 


When ſuch ſevere repentance could not ſave 
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